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comrade S.V. Ghate, the Pitamaha, of the Indian communist move-
ment,1 be treated as an equal by him, and become the recipient of
his affection and wise counsel? (Ghate's place in the history of
the Communist Party of India is comparable to that of Bhishma
in the Mahabharata.)
There was once a comrade named "Thondar" Duraiswamy.
He passed away some time ago. He belonged to Sivakasi. He had
participated most actively along with Kamaraj in the struggles of the
freedom movement. The local people gave him the title of "Thondar"
(a good soul who serves selflessly). He had not received much school-
ing and came from an ordinary, poor family. He went to jail and
became a Communist behind prison walls. In 1947-48, when I came
to Janasakthi, Thondar Duraiswamy worked in the press as a
proof-reader. He it was who during those days used to narrate to
me, in simple language, story after story relating to the freedom
movement. He had many interesting tales to tell about Kamaraj
Annachi [elder brother]. Kamaraj was then president of the Tamil
Nadu Congress committee. We Communists did not like him
very much. He too was hostile towards the Communist Party.
While I was still in the commune and had taken the decision to
become a part timer instead of continuing as a full time worker,
I happened to meet the mentor of my early days, Thondar
Duraiswarpy. He was on a visit to Madras in connection with some
trade union work. It was five years since I had seen him last. "Hey,
are you all right?" he asked me. I saw him standing in front of me,
with a bidi dangling from his mouth, and I was startled. Thondar
Duraiswamy had been regarded as the Vinoba Bhave of the Commu-
nist Party. He did not drink coffee, did not chew betel leaves, and
did not smoke. That was the kind of man I had known. As I looked
at him, I felt that the political vicissitudes of the previous five years
had undermined and distorted the values of even such a man. For
some reason I felt very sad inside. I was not sad about his smoking
a bidi. A man had zealously safeguarded for 45 years a certain
code of behaviour. In five years he found it possible to transgress
his own code with the utmost casualness and without any mental
reservation. It was this reversal that saddened me. The comrade
spoke to me emphatically about the necessity of abiding by the
decisions of the party leadership. Beyond that, he continued, "you
should fight, with communist firmness for what you consider to be
just." He then commented on the mistakes of the leadership and he